32                           CLEMENCEAU
a very disagreeable date in my life. They sent me to school
when she made her first appearance in the world. Until
then it was my mother who taught me my lessons.
MYSELF : Arc you working ?
CLEMENCEAU : Yes, Monsieur Martct. I am preparing
a new edition of the Demsthtne which will be illustrated
by Bourdelle.1 Bourdclle is an odd sort, ch ! He didn't
do it badly. One of his stunts turned out pretty
well. It is true, of course, that he did it according to my
instructions. It is the one where Demosthenes is leaning
his head against a column and looking at Attica, like this
, . . simply. . . .
MYSELF : What a funny idea to have a book illustrated
by a sculptor!
CLEMENCEAU : lie is making a kind of small bas-relief,
and afterwards the engravings will be cut. The idea
sounds a bit revolutionary, but that doesn't mean that it's
stupid.
MYSELF : And what about An Soir de la Pcnsee ?
CLEMENCEAU : Ah ! (Rjttttff/ages amongst his papers and
hands me a letter from M. Grnber^' not the brewerf but the former
German professor at Lyons.} This fellow Grubcr claims that
dens is not a brother of thcos. I want to answer that and
tick off Gruber. Unfortunately I have only too much to
say . , . would you answer it for me ?
MYSELF : Me ?   But I don't know anything about it.
CLEMENCEAU: All the more reason. That's what's
wanted. At least you have a little sense.
MYSELF : Humph 1
CLEMENCEAU : At any rate you've got as much as
a professor, haven't you ?
MYSELF : In what way do you want me to answer him ?
1 The sculptor.